MOSLEM   WOMEN   OF   MOSUL
that hareems are not the abode of peace, How
can there be peace when the heart is full of jealousy
and hatred ? One such case comes to my mind.
There are two brothers living in one house, one of
them being married. After some years of married
life had passed and they remained childless, he took
another wife, and the first one was thrown into
misery and despair. Shortly after this we were
awakened one night by hearing most fearful
shrieks and yells coming from this house. The
following day we heard that the two wives had
been quarrelling and fighting, as usual, till at last
the husband took the first wife and turned her
forcibly out of doors. Fortunately, her mother's
house was near by, to which she went, and where
she remains to this day.
It has been said, and unfortunately too often
truly said, that love has no part in the life of a
Moslem woman; and yet it is also true that they
are, as a rule, a most loving and lovable set of
people. It is because they have so little love and
kindness in their own lives that, when it does come
to them, their hearts are ready to overflow in
response.
Perhaps the Arab women are slow to give their
love and trust, but when once given it is sure and
lasting. Often these women have said to me,
" Why do you love us, Khatoun ?" They cannot
understand that any one should care for them. Such
an idea is outside the range of their experience
altogether. One of the first sentences I learnt in
the Arabic language was, " Ana ahubkum " (I love
you all), and this is one of the most useful and
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